4 -

RN e R ks e R,

The Sunday Times-Dispate?

“They won't bo, granny, =o langs
you llvo, or 8o long's I llve,” the greal
sunhrowned boy assured her as ne
sofzed her In his arms. o prosacd o
kiss on her thin old check, ploced her
chale ng If she hod been a small child
and went away to the field,

The old woman rose and watched
after him.

‘It nin't been o great while” shoe
Jnused thoughtfully, “slnes Byron The -
odora was In long cloes, an' [ was kep'
busy tryin' to keep him still, How
time do ly!"

Hhe sighed and looked acrors Lo tho
old log house nmong the arcnarl (recs,

“And there's wher Byron Thoeodaro
an' Libby wants to begln s togother,
Well, T do hope they'll bo nsa happy
together as me an' John was  "Twas
jeet nbout this time o' year when me
an' him was married. Then the house
was new and the trees was young and
straight. I was o bride then, an' my
Innd, but I was happy. I r'member
Lhe next mornin' after we was morricd
John gol up an' went to the door, an'
he says, 'Come here, Lizzybaeth, on'
sec the bloom o' Lthe orchard trocs
And smell 'om. Um-m! Weé're pore,
rale pore, LBut T reckon they nain't o
millynare no placo that ean ‘ford (o
let his wife live in p'fumery like |
can.' Then he ketched me up In his
arms an' says, ‘Look out thore,
Leth; there's o bee a-loolkin' fer 1
He do be thinkin' you're o oapple blog-
som, and I delore you do loolk ke
one, all pinle an® white,! Them wns
Linppy  days, Iiut they're gono, f
I'm o old, woreout woman, an' ¢
house Is olil, and the trees is old 1y
bent an' erooked.  An' Jdohin, iy John
still, is waltin’ for me. I'd like to
see Jdohn omighty well, [ would, Dt
I'm past scventy now, so it won't I
long, I reckon.”

She dried her eyes on her apron ol
gt down, Then she smiled.

“I'm goln' tos do my best Lo Lo
Wron Theodorn and Libby asz hap
us we wad, anvhow," 7

When BDyron Theodore went bock o
his work that morning he workced with
oo will.. e whistled and sang lke
the lhealthy, hearty boy that he wi
It was only to his imniediante for
that he wns DByron Theodors fanaghe
1lis mother, who had reéad somu,

given him this name, In opposition o
hla father's wishos, when lie wos a
tiny mite three days old,

“Sech a blg name for gech o 1ittia
fellen,” his futher hod sald, regarding
the wquirming ittle Loy \vith plty.

But the child was so named, end so
called, until he etrnted (o sehool, Tha
schonl-teachor asked him hlg  namo,
and belng very bashful, ho had an-
swered her In o very low tone. Three
times he repeated It, and when Lthe
Young {eacher finnlly understood, sho
looked at him thoughtfully for o mo-
ment, then wroto the nome down,

Dut his schoolmates would have nono
of 1t; and three daoys later had  pe-
eliristened this snub-nosed, red-checked
hoy. And hls name was Darndoor
Lyven the teacher ealled Lim by that
name flnally, though his mother and
Arandmothier made special ealls at the
schoolhouse to argue tho matter.

Byron Theodore fought with some
of the hoys near his owa size, but
finnlly found that he must kneel to
the {novitable.

When the subjeet of Barndoor's mar-
riage was brought ufy, thefe wns o
disturbance In tho Lonsherry famlly.
Itut finally, Anding the young mon S0
determined,  and  that  Grandmother
Beck wias upholding hilm, they gave
In. There wans no objectlon, especinlly,
to Libby, Darndoeor's youthlfuloess nmd
lack of worldly goods wero the stum-
Lling bioeks

But Greandmothor Beck pssured hoer
daughter and gon-in-law that, If noth-
ing  bappened, Doarndoor  would et
older. And, as for Lthe other objeetion,
she produced o eertain geay  socl,
whicl contadned more than they had
sunposed,

She counted part of It aut carefully
aml one fine day she waent w Flve
Polntg, where ehe purchassl @ good
conk stove and some Kltchen atensily,
i table and soma chalrs,

They  resurrected on old fashioncd
bed, hung some curtainig, aml Libhby,
with her own hands, Ll Noors
and woodwork vatil they were clean
indecd. What If the floors were bare!
They were clean and ecool. And thils
was only spring. A carpet could be
made before winter set in.

Then, one sunshiny  day, betweon
milking thmes, the “Daptls™” minls-

I.ur cama to the Lonsberry liome and
performed a moarringe ceremony.  And
evory one was morry aml gay, and
a dinner wns served in t style, n
dinner which the “Babtis’'" minister
did not soon forget, os Grandmother
helped prepore I, and she had becen
knawn In the pnst as the best cool In
the county., Nor had she [orgotton
haw, amd, belng happy, and wishing
to mike others so, she falrly outdld
Lerself that day.

When tho dinner wns over Libby
exchunged her while, dress for a dark
enlleo one, and fell to washing dishes
with a vim. ‘There Is little thme to
waste on a falry farm. DBut she sang
as she worked, —_

Barndoor wotchod her flit about for
a time, then went to do the chores,

Tie was happy, very happy., When
he suw Libby riun nlong the orchard
palh to thelr own 1ittle nest, he way
happler still, 1ut thero was somo-
thing Incking. Weren't things a little
progy? Too matter of foct?

It worried him ond ho ceased to
whistle and went about his work ab-
sent-mindedty, Finally his brow
cleaMd, he gove o whoop which scnred
o flock of hens clean out of thelr
wits, threw his hat high in the alr,
and went Into the shed

Ife drew the dalry wagon to the
barnyard pump and. serubbed it thor-
oughly, lnside and out. Tho name
“Irerndale Dalry' stood out in bold
relief, and DBarndoor cyed It wdmir-
Tngly.

The nest morning he rose and hoe-
rlod to the milking sheds: s fother
and mother were already there ot
work., He jolned theme with a will

After breakfast and when the milk
hod been stralned and bottled, Barn-
door sald gleefully: -

YLy, slip your weddin' finery on
right quielk 'l git into my best
duds ns quick as I can'

Libby looked at im In wonder, but
dld ns she wos told, When she had

n

dressed and come to the deor, Dain-
door wos walting with the clean dairy
wagon, He helped her n,

“Whnt we goin'
she asked timidly,
“Goln' on o weddin® trip” he ane
swered trivmphantly, breaking off o
great spray of wpple blossoms  and

to da, Darndoor?

placing them In her Inp.

As they passed the door of the “new
hotse,” Grandmolher DBeck nppeared
She jorked her apron from her waolst
and waved It at them

Just a8 the long rays of red and
golil atreamod out peross the sky they
drove Into the town, Everylhing was
qulet, ns It was splll early., Barndoor
had one arm around Libby nnd  hold
her hinnd,  The horse jopged along tha
well-known road; there wad no need
of n driver's lLand.

The wagon rattled along merrily, o
saft breeze was blowing, the air wos
eweet with plum blossaoms, Al low
liow liappy they were, these two!

Libby zat In the wagon while Barn-
door dellvered the milk from place to
pleece. When this was done, lie drove
to the hitehing place and fostencd the
horses.

Then, as prood o man as ever waiked
the muein street of Five Polnts, Barn-
door led Libby, whose hand trembled
in his and whose checks were lke
roses, 10 the bakery, to the IHomestead
Bakery, where lieo ordercd two sand-
wiches (which were dry), Lwo cups
of coffee {which were tasteloss) nnd
some doughnuts (which wero s=tale).
But, partaken of In. ths glumour of
the baleery at Five Polnts, on the
wadiding Journey, they were llke unto
nectar and ambrosin.

Then, having bought flve conts’
worth of candy nnd the same amount
of peanuts, Loth of which Barndoor
gave into Libby's keeping, they drove
home.

The meadow larks called loud and
clear nnd the sun shone brightly,  Lib-
Ly sang from pure Joyousncss,
Tlhien she pausced nnd whispered:
“I'm s0 much olliged fer the we lltl!"l
trip, Barndoor. It's the first—I mean,
I mean It's the only one I eter hod
An' it was such o s'prise

She slpped her hand In Niis and
locked Into his face.

He looked at her for an Instant, then
gathered her up In his arma. His cyes
were full of tears.

“What, what you eryin’ 'bout, Daru-
door?’ she asked anxlously.

“Jest happy, lttle girl,  Mos' too
Lappy, I'm ‘frald. "Il allus he good to
you, allus," he murmured fervently.

The

HE winter was past, the wind

was in the south, tho becs were

wit work, and an odor of apple

blossoms  was abroad in the

balmy alr. In comaliment to

the bright spring weather the windows

of the house at the corner of Lhe street

were open, and Into those windows

there drifted the sounds of the outside

waorld—the lbw hum of stirring inscets,

the raucous squabblings of the many

sparrows In the street, amd the musi=

cnl love-notes of the pair of catbirds

who were bullding a nest in the quince
bushes by the garden fence, ]

At the end window of the house—the

one that faces away “from the cross
strect and commands a view of the
diminutive orehard where the frult
trecs on this day secemod lost in oa
billowy, pink-and-white cloud of blos-
soma—The Girl snpt before her sewing
machine, now working the treadle with
a brief and furious cnergy, now stop-
ning to look at the other girl and to
alr her grievances; for she had long

ago shut her oyes to the beauty of the

world, and she refused to listen to the
plaints of the aparrows because she hod
troubles of her own,

T just don't care!" ‘she finally re-
marked, with an c¢mphatle rod of her
protly  head, YIL is The Gentleman's
fault, anyhow,
able!"

The other girl raised her eyebrows.
Tror an hour it had been evidant to her
thil trouble was in the air, but The
Gentleman waos not her “gentleman,' so0
she felt that the guarrel was none of
hers.  Still, now that the matter had
been approached dlrectly, shp eould not
withhold o show of Interest,

“And so he's going to-day?! she
askod suggestively.

The Girl shrugged her shapely shoul-
ders.  Yes—and he doesn't need to go
until to-morrow afternoon. For my
part, I don't see why he should go even
then” Bhe clipped her words short and
set the machine whirring agaln.

Betors her, filling the “leaf of the
maching and overtlowing upon the iloor,
were multitudinous folds of delieate-
hued woven stuff, and on tho table nt
hier sldo were other bremdihs of the
same, together with odds and ends of
sllk and ribbon, and a great yellow plle
of tissuc-paper pnttorns.

While The Girl saped the mochine tha
other girl came over to the tuble, toolt

He—he is so unreason-
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one of the pleces of paper, spread It
out on the stuf and pinned It.  Then
she stepped back and looked at the ef-
Tfeet, holding her head sldewise and con-
sidering, To the uninitinted masculine
the paper might have stpod for any-
thing from a Russinn war moap to o
Standard Ofl rate sheet, but the eyes
of the other girl saw therein the plans
aml specifleations of o gown,

S Polly ! she o imed, o IHttlo
twingoe of delicious envy taking hold
of her soul, “it's going to be a 1u-1lt1.)'
—and that wide ruffled rreill at the &
tom of the skirt |8 the durlingest 1mrt

Girl stopped the machine and
her chin on her hands,  “It's

o' slie admitted.  *And to think
that The Gentleman asked me to give
it all up—the dress, and the party, and
my  weeli-old 1gangement with Harry
While—just because he |5 going away
and wanted me this last night all (o
himsetf.”

The ather glrl looked preperly sur-
prised and sympathetically outraged.
Then, with the consciousness of supe=-
rlor virtue, she ralsed her eyes heavens
waril.

“Thank pgoodness!" she exclaimerd,
self-rightecously, "I'm not engaged!”

The Girl deopped her eyes. “I'm not,
elther,” she remarked; “that is, not
now.,” The “now” sounded depressed
and a tiny bit tremulous,

The other girl looked up—here was
o senaation, %
“What 7 ghe interrogated sharply,
The  Girl's faece gnthered colar,
“Yes"” she assorted, recklessly. “I ean
be a3 obstinate as The Gent'eman can.
T told him that I was golng tn the
dance to-night, and that he must walt
aver and see me to-morrow night; that
if his business iz of more {mportance
than I am, why" BShe hesitated. "Ho
has declded not to stay,' she added,

declaivety.

The other girl looked grave. "“Hp
can't stay, Polly,” she urged. “I henrd
Tlm say that he could not. They'va
wired for him."

The Girl tipped her ehin into the alre,
“Tt doesn't matter now," she sald, "It
Is settled once and for all Then her
Iofty indignation deserted her and her
volee fell,  “ITe might have—"" she be-
gnn, but broke off suddenly, turned to
the mochine and set it whirring ngain,

The ather givl looked troubled: then,
a8 o glep sounded on the front walk,
she went to *he windosw and pecped out,

“Why," shie exclnlmed, with some re-
lief in her tones, “here's Trhe Gentlo-
man himzelf!™ After which she gath-
arad up sundry of her belongings and
vanlghod discieetly from the room.

The Girl heard a qulck, heavy font-
fall, but she pretended not Lo notico,
and thoe machine weant faster than be-
fore,

“May I comr in?"

the Fr

She could not evade the lssue, 5o sho
turned to face The Gentleman.

“If yow ke she repiled,
Lrigidly,

The Gentleman, looking a Hittle down-
enst, stepped forward, beprlng o suit-
case in his hand.

1 wnas on my way to the sta-
tio hesitnted, “und I saw you at
the window here—"

“You have n pleasant day for your
Jjourney,'” The Glrl interrupted, hastily.

The Gentleman ignored her remork,
but east about for some explanation of
his presence there.

"I hove a photograph of you,'” he con-
tinued, a trifle lugubriously  “T wish
to know If I may lieep It, or whether
It {8 your wish that I—"

The Girl averted her fues, “You must
return it, of course’ she sald, quita
evenly.

The Gentleman flushed.
e replied. “I—"

quite

“Certainly,”

He lost the remalnder of his remark

by Mngering nervously at the fasten-
ings of the suit-case. When he had
apened this he spread Lhe sides reck-
lessly, dug out a lot of brown paper
parcels, and finnlly drew forth a linen
envelope, This he handed to The Girl,
and, with a swift, unseeing movement,
he swepl the ruck of his own belong-
ings back into the case again. The
Girl fingered the envelope, -looking
down at her foet the while,

When The Gentleman had rebuckled
the last strap he extended his hand.

YT may never see you again, dear,”
he began,

The Girl eaught up the dress on the
machine as a drowning man grasps ot
o strow,

"I am goln, to wear this to-night,?
she sald, with o rush; “lsn't It pretiy?
Oh-h, good-by! Wish you a plensant
Journcy, I'm surc!"™

The Gentleman went out, bumping
the sult-case snvagely apgnlnst every
convenient ohstacle. The Girl dropped
down beside the machine ard hld her
face In hier arms,

After a little space the other glrl
Inoked in at the door. _'Tolly!" she
called,

The Girl sat up suddenly nand began
to sew apgain, The gther glrl came up
behind her and laid her hand on her
arm,

*Ia 1t nll vight, Polly?' she asked.

The Girl did not answer. T don't
Lellave I am going to like thls dress”
she prosently announced, apropos of
nothing at all,

The othor glrl looked concerned,
"Why, I am surc—" sho hegan.

The Girl snapped a thread and tum-
hled the eloth about. Then she stood

up,

#The frill? she oxplained.
you seen the frili?"

The other girl rummaged solicltously
through the ltter that cumbered the

“Have

table.  “Before I went out” she re-
marked, ‘it way lying just here'’

The Glrl stooped and peered bohind
the machine, then strajghtencd herself
and shook out o shlmmering length of
skirt. “Now wherever?" she' Inguired,
Guerulously

¥.

Suddeniy she dropped the garment in
A heap and ned to the other girl o
palr of brown eyes that were damp oand
suspleionsly red.

“Let the frill go,” she sald with un-
ry emphas! “T! hate the old

ss; I hat: danees; and, pnyhow, I'm
nol geing to-night!

The other girl touched her on Lhe
eheerk, “You're dead tlred, Polly," she
gald, judieially. “You go right upstairs
and rest.”

The Girl plodded up the stalrs wenrs
ily. Now that The Gentleman wuas ir-
revorably gone, she digcavered. quite
huminly, that she wanted The Gentle-
mian above all else in the world. Prom
the lower floor came the hum of the
sewing machine—the other girl was
uslng It now—and from the window of
lier chamber glie could see the archard
and the narrow white path along which
The Gentleman had beon used to ap-
proach, Without warning, an Inexpli-
cable desire arose to dress herself be-
comingly and go thither and woik alnng
the path.

For o while she rosisted the tempia-
tlon, Out of the purple-hilled west o
brecze wos blowing, bringing with It
a tang of the fiehds and an odor of the
blossoming hedgo-roses that grow by
the country roads. Softly, lest t(ho
other girl should hear, she arose and
went down and slipped out.

In the diminutive orchard the apple
trees greeted her with o shower of
petals nnd the bees sang a monotonous
song to her s they came and went
busily. She seated herscelf ugorn a little
rustic bhench. How unreasonible she
had been, to be sure, Of course busi-
ness matters were Imperative, and shae
felt in her heart that she herself would
nhiava thought less highly of The Gen=
tlamian had he ylelded to her childish
whim.

And yet, if he need not go until to-
morrow, why gliould he leave to-day?
With o woman's inconsequence she ig-
nored the fact that thelr gquarrel hod ren-
dered his further stay n thing undesir-
able. Pelulantly she dug Inta the soft
sarth  with the point of her parasol,
Beyond the parden fence a thrush was
singing, overhend o hummingbird hung
on yvibrant wings regarding her curlously.

Suddenly awny across the town, she
heard the rush and the roar of o passing
train, He was gone, then, Her eyes
fliled, and all the world swam mistily.

She had started to her reom when o
footstep soundetdd on the gravel behind
her,

“You!" sha ejoculated, turning.

The CGentleman bowed very stlflly.
"[—I— Inadvertently, I got among my
packnges a ploce of  your cloth—a—n
frill, 1 think—" he stammerad. Then his
eyes met hers,  Why!" ho exelaimed,
“Why, sweetheart—"' 3

When he hod got her safely In hiz
arma ghe upturnied her face to his.  “I'm
RO glad,'" she murmured, "that you cared
to—to bring tha frift,*

The other girl looked out of the wins
dow. '“At least I'm sanc,” she asscricd
loftily,




